demarkation line between his chest and impressive
helly, and a respectably dressed, provincial-looking
female. I stretched myself out on the empty seat and
observed Falstaff eyeing the female. Soon, I fell to
watching the chain swaying gently against his
stomach with the even rocking of the train.
Whether I had slept for a long time or whether the
watch-chain was a fast worker in breaking down the
social barriers, I could not judge, for when I awoke
my companions were lying together on the hard and
narrow seat
A third-class compartment on a French railway is
no bed of love. Amorous ingenuity was baffled and
my apparent comfort acted as a source of annoyance
to Watch-Chain. He leaned over and gave me a dig,
"You are not in England now; have you no man-
ners, no gallantry? Here is madame cramped in a
corner while you take the whole carriage. Zut! It
is monstrous!"
Leaving his newly-found consort, he filled two-
thirds of my side of the carriage. With every kilo-
metre we covered he seemed to spread and inflate
like a captive balloon. I eventually moved into his
original corner leaving Watch-chain lying at full
length, his -defeat forgotten in sleep. Then I too
dozed off.
I was awakened by the train jerking to a stop. It
was daylight and the station was Toulouse, Here we
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